T H E    R I F L E
and alone. The next, surrounded by these children of nature,
these black Eves, he was faced with a surfeit. He descended
from the car with dignity, and, picking up a little stick, put it
into the gas tank. It was nearly full. Channel was the kind of
man who would keep his tank full. His contempt for such men
was mixed with relief.
He chose what he wanted from the women, paid them with
some small coins he had loose in his pocket, and sat down to
eat while the women stood round admiring him with that
naive obscenity with which they treated all men. Knowing
something of their language, it made him laugh. And what
was it the English bourgeois Fascist poet Kipling had said
about Judy O'Grady and the Colonel's Lady?
He found it easy to laugh now that he was eating. One of
the dark ladies was pushing a little girl in front of her towards
him. She wanted to sell her. He shook his head. His mouth
was too full to talk. The child expressed relief, but her mother
was angry at his lack of taste and initiative. She expressed it
vociferously to the amusement of the other women. It was all
very friendly.
When he had done he would go on and shoot the betrayer
of his wife. Yes, he thought, I am about to commit my first
crime of passion. It was amazing how his spirits had risen.
One could do nothing, not even commit a crime of passion,
when hungry. This would prove an interesting thesis for a
discussion with Channel when the doctor had apologized to
him and their relationship was resumed. He looked at the
Ford. It was not much of a car. But Channel was curiously
sentimental over it. He rolled a cigarette.
The little wind was heavy with the scent of men, of their
dwellings, of their comings and goings, of the accustomed
smells of the village; heavy with pollen that would fertilize the
flowers on the swinging trees, with bacilli that would kill the
men; with spores; fragrant with wood smoke, the smell of